Raleigh

Once more that stately structure of his dreams
Melted like mist.   His eagles perished like clouds.
Death wound a thin horn through the centuries.
The grave resumed his forlorn emperors.
His empires crumbled back to a little ash
Knocked from his pipe , . .
He dropped his pen in homage to the truth.
The truth ?   Ot eloquent, jmt, and mighty Death I

Then, when he forged, out of one golden thought,

A key to open his prison; when the King

Released him for a tale of faerie gold

Under the tropic palms; when those grey walls

Melted before his passion; do you think

The gold that lured the King was quite the same

As that which Raleigh saw ?   You know the song:

(Say to the King/ quoth Raleigh,
11 have a tale to tell him:
Wealth beyond derision,

Veils to lift from the sky,
Seas to sail for England}

And a little dream to sell him,
Gold, tha gold of a vision
That angels cannot buy,1

Ah, not   For all the beauty and the pride,
Raleigh was wrong; but not so wrong, I think,
As those for whom his kingdoms oversea
Meant only glittering dust.   The fight he waged
Was not with them.   They never worsted him,
Jt was the Destiny that brought him home
Without the Spanish gold* . . . 0, he was wrong,
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